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Constance  Talmadge 


in 


"EAST  is  WEST" 

Great  as  a  Stage  Play  but  a 
Humdinger  on  the  Screen. 

week  of     Allen 

DEC.  4th  DOWNTOWN 


Poor  Working  Girl:  "Hey,  Pa, 
you've  gotcher  pants  on  backwards." 

Proud  but  Soused  Father: 
"W's'at?" 

P.  W.  G. :  "I  tell  ya  the  front  of 
ycr  pants  is  in  the  back.  Yer  coo-coo." 

P.  B.  S.  F. :  "Ya  wanna  try  ta 
show  respec'  for  yer  old  man's  judg- 
mint,  see?  'Ow  Veil  d'you  know 
which  way  I  wanna  go?" 

— Voo  Doo 

G— G— G 

Still  Hope 

Physiology  Prof. — What  do  you 
know   about  cells? 

Student — Not  very  much,  sir;  I've 
only  been  in  two.  — Gargoyle. 
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SUng  Cbtoarb  lotel 

TORONTO 

"Close    to    Everything" 

The  students  of  Toronto  will  find  here  arrange- 
ments   and    facilities    charming    in 
every    detail    for 

Glass  and  Society  Functions 

of  all  kinds 


Every  evening  (except  Sunday)  from  io  to  I  o'clock  the 

SUPPER  DANCE 

provides  the  most  delightful  recreation  in  an  atmos- 
phere wholesome  and  refined 

Music  specially  arranged  for  the  new 

KING    EDWARD    ORCHESTRA 

ROLAND  TODD  -  -  -  DIRECTOR 


GEO.  H.  O'NEIL 
Gen.  Manager 


OF  AMERICA 


L.  S.  MULDOON  \ 

E.   R.   PITCHER  (Managers 


Uneez    Eliza   Head 

"Where  was  Napoleon  crowned?" 
asked  the  instructor. 

"At  Waterloo,  sir." 

Instructor       (growing      impatient) : 
"And  by  whom?" 

"The  Duke  of  Wellington,  sir." 

— Gargoyle 


The  Germans  had  the  dope  when 
they  said:  "Was  sich  liebt,  das  'necht' 
sich."  — Voo    Doo 

G— G— G 

"Selling  the  family  heirloom,  eh?" 
"Heirloom  nothing.  This  car's  only 
been  driven  500." 

"How  far  has  it  been  towed?" 

— Yale  Record1 


Goblin 


Say,  Marge,  where'd  you  get  the  colour? 

What  d'ye  mean?     Where'd  I  get  it? 

Sorry,  old  thing,  no  offense!  I  just 
meant  to  imply  that  you're  looking 
stunning.  Your  complexion  is  as  soft 
as  clear  and  as  smooth  as  one  of  those 
advertisements  for  CAMPANA'S 
ITALIAN  BALM! 

Guessed  right  first  time.  That's  exactly 
what  it  is,  my  dear. 

Cheerio ! 

Campana  's 

Italian  Balm 


The  More  Often  You  Tell 
The  Quicker  You  Sell 


^Goblin's  Advertising  Service  Department 
has  won  instant  recognition. 
flOur  specialists  are  anxious  to  at  all  times 
render  the  greatest  possible  assistance  to 
advertisers  or  prospective  advertisers  in 
the  preparation  of  their  copy. 
ffThere  are  advertisers  who  feel  that  owing 
to  the  peculiar  nature  of  our  publication 
that  their  copy  will  be  more  effective  if 
presented  in  an  unusual  manner — that  is 
the  first  purpose  of  our  Service  Depart- 
ment. 

UAny  enquiries  as  to  rates,  circulation  lists, 
etc.,  will  be  gladly  and  promptly  supplied. 
Address  communications  to  the  Business 
Manager,  Goblin,  153  University  Ave., 
Toronto,  Ont. 


Be  Still,  Man! 

Fond  Aunt:  "Are  you  mamma's  boy  or  papa's  boy?" 
Little  Guy:  'That's  for  the  courts  to  decide." 

— Gaboon 

G— G— G 

She  Took  the  Cue 

She:  "Oh,  dear,  I've  spilt  water  all  over  the  table." 
He:  "That  makes  it  a  sort  of  pool  table,  what?" 

— Widow 

G— G— G 

Triolet 

I  wish  I  knew  the  girl 

On  my  roommate's  bureau-top, 

Signed  with,   "Love  and  Kisses — Pearl." 

I  wish  I  knew  the  girl 

Just  because  her  little  curl 

Has  my  heart  tied  in  a  knot. 

I  wish  I  knew  the  girl 

On  my  roommate's  bureau-top. 

— Record 

G— G— G 

A  Song  Without  Words 

" ,"  announced  the  butler. 


her. 


As  I  bowed  she  rose  and  greeted  me  with  a  smile.      " 

-,"   she  invited,   making   room    for  me   on   the  sofa   beside 


-,"   I  replied. 


Her  eyes  laughed  saucily  up  at  me. 
I  moved  closer. 

" ,"   she  threatened,  putting  a  pillow  between  us 

as  a  safeguard  against  such  movements. 
I  turned  my  back.     Silence.     I  waited. 
" ,"   she  coaxed. 


No  reply. 


-,"  pouting  now. 

,"  I  whispered  as  the  pillow  fell  to  the  floor. 


" ,"   struggling. 

The  door  opened.      Wild  confusion. 

" ,"  said  she,  clumsily,  greeting  her  mother. 

" ,"    I    added,    looking   up   from   the    fire 

that  I  had  been  punching  vigorously. 

" ,"  was  her  laughing  reply. 

There  was  an  embarrassing  pause.      Molly  poured   out  the 


tea. 


Her  mother  glared.      I  wished  I  had  not  come. 

" ,"    said    I,    looking    at    the    heavy    clouds 

outside. 

" ,"  her  mother  answered,   frigidly. 

I  took  my  hat  and  gloves. 

" ,"    said    her    mother,    ignoring    my    proffered 

hand. 

Molly   blushed. 

The  door  closed  behind  me. 

" ,"  said  I,  softly. 

— Chapparal 
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Draw  Your  Own 
Moral  From  This 


What's  wrong 
here? 

Lucille  is  very, 

very  annoyed 

|at  Henry. 

And  no  wonder! 
He  forgot— 


ersort  van 

TORONTO 


to  send  her  a 
box  of 

Private  Stock 

for  Christmas! 


ottipamj 


l_l  MITED 


Goblin 


pure  JAEGER  wool 

FOR   ALL   OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

GOLF  HOSE 

OVERCOATS 

CAPS 

WAISTCOATS 

SCARVES 


BATHING  SUITS 

HOSIERY 

GLOVES 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

UNDERWEAR 

SLIPPERS 


Diagram  Follows 

'Hello,  old  chap,   how  are  you   feeling?" 
'Thanks  awfully." 

G— G— G 
Preparedness 


— Record 


Blankets,  Travelling  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 

Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 

"The  Jaeger  Shops'9 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 


84  Yonge  St. 
At  King 


707  Yonge  St. 
At  Bloor 


A  chap  was  making  a  call  on  his  particular  fiancee  of  the 
moment.  The  younger  brother  strolled  into  the  parlor  while 
he  was  waiting,  so  he  inquired,  "Do  you  know,  Jack,  whether 
Marjory  is  expecting  me  or  not?" 

"I  guess  she  must  be.  She's  upstairs  taking  the  pins  out 
of  her  belt." 

— Tiger 
G— G— G 

"Why  is  Henrietta  off  Obediah?" 

"He  returned  her  formal  bid  marked  'N  S  p." 


un  Dodger 


G— G— G 


A  Native  of  Trinidad 

"You  saw  that  girl  who  just  cut  me?" 

"Yes,  why?" 

"We  were  engaged  at  the  beach  last  summer.  Now,  she 
has  a  heart  of  stone." 

"Not  stone,  old  man.  Tar,  soft  in  summer,  hard  in 
winter." 

— Tiger 
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tnsome 


Where  Beauty  Smiles 

and  Wit  Delights 


W.3 


There  Miss  Priscilla  Dean  moves  with  "the  youth 
and  freshness  of  a  Grecian  Queen,"  radiating 
gaiety  and  cheerfulness.  How  she  preserves  her 
complexion's  radiant  charm  through  her  long  and 
strenuous  days  of  work  is  here  disclosed  in  her 
own  words: — 

"  I  find  'Winsome  Toilet  Soap  excellent — 
Winsome  in  name  and  Winsome  in  deed. 
It  is  refreshing  to  use  for  Toilet  and  Bath 
after  the  day's  work." 

Sincerely  yours, 

Winsome  is  the  most  delightful  soap  imaginable,  and  a  beauti- 
ful skin  will  result  from  the  following  simple  Winsome  treat- 
ment. Make  a  lather  in  warm  water  with  Winsome  Soap, 
and  massage  every  inch  of  the  face  and  neck  gently  and 
thoroughly.  Rinse  carefully  and  dry  with  a  soft  towel.  The 
daily  practice  of  this  Winsome  treatment  will  make  the 
skin  naturally  robust,   and  glowing  with  colour  and  beauty. 

Sold  at  all  good  drug  and  department  stores. 


Goblin 


CHRISTMAS 


i 


GIFT  SHOPS 


WHEN    Christmas    looms    just   around    the 
corner   and    the    bulky    shopping   list   de- 
mands immediate  attention,  there  is  noth- 
ing more  convenient  than  the  host  of  little  Stores 
gathered  under  the  one  big  Simpson  roof. 

But  making  convenience  more  convenient  still 
are  the  Gift  Shops.  In  their  confines  one  finds 
a  pot-pourri  of  the  dainty,  the  popular  and  the 
desirable  in  the  way  of  gift  remembrances.  Here 
is  abundant  suggestion  of  the  little  things  that 
interchange  of  Christmas  amenities  demands. 

The  Children  have  a  Gift  Shop,  too,  but  it's 
known  as  the  Christmas  Show,  and  up  on  the 
Fifth  Floor  Santa  Claus  rules  a  colorful  Kingdom 
all  his  own,  surrounded  by  all  those  toys  and 
suggestions  that  make  his  name  a  household 
benediction. 


J$ertJmipSOn $W 


Modern  Child:    "Ya-ah,  BeaOert" 
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Private  Stock 


Perhaps  the  wandering  Jew  was  looking  for  a  place 
to  park  his  car. 


The  successful  candidate  at  the  next  election  will  be 
the  one  who  stands  for  "Beer  and  light  fines." 


G— G— G 

A  missionary  writing  after  two  years  an  darkest 
Africa  says:  "The  members  of  my  congregation  refuse 
to  give  up  the  practice  of  cannibalism,  but  I  am  happy 
to  say  they  have  learned  to  eat  with  a  knife  and  fork." 

G— G— G 

"It's  the  little  things  in  life  that  count,"  said  the 
kindergarten  teacher  to  the  superintendent. 

G— G— G 

Extract  from  a  letter  published  in  the  Toronto  Mail 
and  Empire: 

"Dear  Editor:  If  England  and  the  United  States 
are  not  the  lost  tribes  of  Israel,  then  who  are?" 

That  seems  fair  enough. 

G— G— G 


A  burglar  in  Hamilton  is  accused  of  stealing  a  trom- 
bone.     He  must  belong  to  a  robber  band. 


G— G— G 

No,  Lenore,  beauty  contests  did  not  start  in  Holly- 
wood. They  began  when  the  second  woman  appeared 
on  earth. 


G— G— G 


It  is  estimated   that  40,000   tons   of   talcum  powder 
are  used  annually  in  Canada.     Something  to  puff  about. 


G— G— G 


"The  only  way  to  keep  your  marvellous  complexions, 
dear  girls,  is  to  use  electrical  treatments." 

— From  the  lips  of  a  beauty  doctor. 
Volts  for  women,  watt,  watt? 


G— G— G 


A  New  York  evening  paper  says:  "Bud  Kennedy's 
running  and  punting,  particularly  his  punting,  for  he 
punts  unusually  well  for  a  punter,  were  the  features." 

The  Kennedy  referred  to  is  a  punter. 

G— G— G 

If  Santa  Claus  has  read  the  hearts  of  many  of  our 
"Cousins  across  the  Line,"  the  customs  officials  would 
do  well  to  inspect  his  pack  carefully  as  he  crosses  the 
border. 

G— G— G 

Why  should  New  York  be  indignant  because  her 
police  force  are  acquiring  a  reputation  for  drunkenness? 
Turn  about  is  fair  play.  In  the  days  before  Prohibi- 
tion, when  everybody  else  could  drink,  the  police  weren't 
allowed  to;  now  when  drinking  is  forbidden  for  the 
average  man  it  ought  to  be  perfectly  legal  for  a  poor 
policeman  to  get  tanked. 


10 


Gob™ 


Consolation 


Answer  on  Page  40 

Professor:  "Fine  day!  .  .  and  when  you 
have  finished  you  may  go  out." 

Student  (after  half  hour's  thinking):  "I'd 
like  to  go  out  alright  but  I'll  be  darned  if  I 
can  find  'A'." 

A  Ballad  of  High-sounding  Names 

Amaryllis, 

Daphne,   Phyllis, 

Sybil,  Saramane, 

Names  of  honey,   .... 

Well,  it's  funny. 

My  girl's  name  is  Jane. 

I  can't  pen  a  triolet 

To  fair  maids  I've  never  met, 

Yet  I  fear  no  one  would  deign 

To  read  a  verse  inscribed  to  "Jane." 

Reggie,  Herman, 
Claude  or  Sherman, 
Julian,   Montague, 
Conrad,  Percy, 
Lord  have  mercy, 
Even  Hal  or  Hugh 

Though  her  name  is  only  Jane, 
I  can  worship  at  her  fane ; 
I  can  always  find  her  sweet  .... 
Perhaps  it's  'cause  my  name  is  "Pete." 


or 

The   Death's   Head   with   the  Valuable   Gold 

Teeth 

It  was  five  o'clock  in  the  morning  when  Smiggle 
awoke  and  found  himself  in  a  mood  of  the  deepest  de- 
pression. His  little  grocery  business  was  rapidly  falling 
to  pieces  under  the  strain  of  competition  with  more  pro- 
gressive firms.  In  the  previous  year  the  failure  of  the 
Mercury  Tire  Company  had  dissipated  the  major  por- 
tion of  his  meager  savings.  Now,  when  he  could  ill 
afford  it,  his  physician  advised  him  that  a  three  months' 
rest  and  change  of  scene  was  essential.  He  knew  of  no 
business  other  than  his  present  one  at  which  he  could 
make  a  living.  His  wife  was  sick  and  none  of  his  four 
children  old  enough  to  earn  their  own  livelihood.  Ruin 
plainly  stood  just  ahead. 

As  he  turned  his  face  to  the  wall  and  tried  again  to 
snatch  some  sleep  he  sighed. 

"Anyway,"  he  murmured  to  himself,  "I've  always 
been  what  you'd  call  an  average  respectable  citizen. 
That's  some  consolation." 

It  was  five  o'clock  in  the  morning  when  Carter  awoke 
and  found  himself  in  a  mood  of  the  deepest  depression. 
His  eye  roamed  over  the  dingy  littie  room  in  the  second- 
class  Montreal  hotel  in  which  he  now  lived.  It  was 
thirty  years  that  day  since  he  had  left  his  home  in 
England  with  his  patrimony  in  his  pocket.  Succumbing 
to  a  taste  for  gambling,  he  had  put  everything  he  had 
into  some  wildcat  South  American  stocks.  A  year 
later  these  stocks  astonished  the  world  by  netting  for 
their  owners  about  two  dollars  on  every  cent  invested. 
Carter  for  years  lived  lavishly  and  wildly.  He  entered 
upon  many  more  ventures;  some  prospered  and  others 
failed.  Gradually,  however,  his  resources  dwindled. 
Two  or  three  transactions  of  a  doubtful  legal  status  had 
made  it  desirable  for  him  to  leave  England.  Now  he 
was  close  to  the  end  of  his  tether.  Ruin  plainly  stood 
just  ahead. 

As  he  turned  his  face  to  the  wall  and  tried  again  to 
snatch  some  sleep  he  sighed. 

"Anyway,"  he  murmured  to  himself,  "I've  never 
been  what  you'd  call  an  average,  respectable  citizen. 
That's  some  consolation." 

G— G— G 

A  dainty  Miss, 

A  playful  nudge ; 
A  stolen  kiss: 

Good   Morning,   Judge. 


1! 


3t  Mas  Cfmsrtmas 
€be 

TT  WAS  Christmas  Eve  and  the 
cheery  snow-flakes  flew  gaily  past 
the  street  lamps  and  covered  the  par- 
cels of  the  late  shoppers  with  a  white 
blanket.  On  all  sides  were  heard 
the  lusty  greetings,  "Merry  Christ- 
mas! Merry  Christmas  to  you!" 
And  the  air  was  full  of  delicious 
expectancy. 

Every  frosted  window  showed  a 
holly  wreath,  every  window,  that  is, 
except  those  in  the  great  bleak  house 
on  the  Avenue. 

But  even  the  cold  heart  of  old  Mr. 
Snyder  knew  it  was  Christmas  Eve 
as  he  stood  before  the  fire  in  his 
luxurious  sitting-room.  On  every 
hand  were  to  be  seen  lavishly  piled 
the  signs  of  wealth  and  extravagance 
with  which  this  lonely  soul  had  sur- 
rounded itself  to  keep  out  boredom. 
And  yet  he  was  not  happy.  Some- 
thing was  lacking.  Why,  he  won- 
dered, could  he  not  feel  the  spirit  of 
the    Christmastide? 

Had  he  perhaps  some  sense  of 
that  tragedy  that  was  even  now  in 
progress  in  another  part  of  the  city? 
Oh,  had  he  but  been  able  to  catch 
a  glimpse  of  the  pinched  childish 
faces  that  stared  eagerly  in  at  the 
toy  shop  display,  of  the  noses  pressed 
against  the  cold  window,  of  the  little 
fingers  in  the  worn  mittens  that  ached 
to  grasp  the  lovely  dolls  and  tempt- 
ing Teddy  bears! 

Don't  imagine  for  a  moment,  dear 
Reader,  that  I  believe  I  am  fooling 
you!  You've  read  this  sort  of  truck 
before.  You  know  what's  going  to 
happen  next  as  well  as  I  do.  So  why 
go  on?      Merry  Christmas! 


He  (romantically)  :  "Ah.  when  I  am  with  you  I  feel  as 
though  my  heart  had  risen  into  my  mouth.  My  throat 
seems  to  burn  up.  When  you  look  at  me  all  I  can  do  is 
sit  and  gulp — " 

She  (sympathetically):  "You  might  try  a  little  bi-car- 
bonate  of  soda." 


Atta  Kat! 

Sweet  Matilda,  standing  so 
Wistful  'neath  the  mistletoe, 
Are  you   frightened   I   will  miss  you, 
That  I  shall  forget  to  kiss  you? 
Is  that  why  you're  standing  so. 
Wistful   'neath  the  mistletoe? 
Sweet  Matilda,  don't  you  know 
Standing  'neath  the  mistletoe 
Is  —  well,   hardly   necessary 
And,  besides,  the  dark  hall's  very 
Much  more  private,  don't  you  know, 
So  —  well,  why  the  mistletoe? 


G— G— G 

She :  And  when  your  captain  said 
"Strike  for  home  and  country,"  what 
did  you  do? 

He:   I  struck  for  home. 

G— G— G 
Modern  Convenience 

He :  The  decree  is  granted.  Now, 
darling,  we  can  be  married  at  last, 
just  as  soon  as  you  have  settled  the 
divorce  court  fees. 

She:  Oh,  never  mind  the  fees.  I 
have  a  charge  account  there. 
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Jonah  Makes  His  Famous  Voyage 


At  the  Seance 

Signor  Mulcahey  with  the  help  of 
a  horn,  is  receiving  envoys  from  any 
number  of  other  worlds. 

Horn:    "Glub-glub.      Whew." 
S.   M.:   "There  is  a  little  girl  here 
who  says  her  name  is  Mary.      Is  there 
anyone    who    has    a    little    girl    named 
Mary?" 

(Dead  Silence). 

S.  M. :  "Possibly  I  have  made  a 
mistake.  What  did  you  say  your 
name    was,    little    girl?" 

Horn:    "Glub-glub.      Whew." 
S.    M.:    "I    am    very    sorry.      The 
little  girl  says  her  name  is  Helen.      Is 


there  anyone  here  who  has  a  little  girl 
named   Helen?"' 

(Dead  Silence). 

S.  M.:  "Perhaps  I  am  still  mis- 
taken. Would  you  tell  me  your  name 
again,  little  girl?" 

Horn:    "Glub-glub.      Whew." 

S.  M.:  "The  little  girl  says  her 
name  is  Elizabeth.  Is  there  anyone 
here  who  has  a  little  girl  named  Eliza- 
beth?" 

(Dead  Silence). 

S.  M.:  "There  is  no  one  here  who 
has  a  little  girl  named  Elizabeth?" 

(Dead  Silence). 

S.  M. :  "Run  along  home,  little 
girl.     Your  mother  is  not  here." 


As  a  Daily  Might  Have  Done  It 

PULLS  OUT  PLUM 
BY  MAGNETISM 


Three- Year-Old  Son  of  Mr. 

and  Mrs.  J.  H.  Horner 

Astounds  Savants 

and  Medicoes 

Jack  Horner,  eldest  and  only  son  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  H.  Horner,  astonish- 
ed and  mystified  all  those  present  at  a 
demonstration  of  his  psychic  powers 
at  the  home  of  his  parents,  43  Wedge- 
wood  Drive,  last  evening. 

Seated  in  a  corner  of  the  Homers' 
commodious  drawing  room  he  held  in 
his  left  hand  a  large  Christmas  pie. 
When  the  guests  were  assembled  the 
wee  tot,  who  is  scarcely  more  than  an 
infant,  plunged  his  right  thumb  into 
the  pie  up  to  its  second  joint;  with- 
drawing it  a  moment  later,  a  large 
plum  was  seen  to  be  dangling  from  its 
end.  Cries  of  amazement  and  in- 
credulity were  heard  on  every  side. 

"How  did  he  do  it?"  queried  one 
young  matron  of  her  neighbor,  while 
others  shook  their  heads  in  stupe- 
faction. 

Interviewed  after  the  demonstration 
Master  Jack  was  cool  and  collected, 
seemingly  unaware  of  this  furore  which 
his   exhibition  had  created. 

Several  prominent  medicoes  have 
stated  that  in  their  opinion  last  night's 
demonstration  was  one  of  the  most 
distinct  steps  in  the  cause  of  advance- 
ment of  science  which  the  century  has 
witnessed. 

Dr.  Olaf  McAngle,  noted  brain 
specialist,  said  this  morning:  "I  be- 
lieve it  to  be  a  clear  case  of  trans- 
psychic  marconeurasthenia.  There 
can  be  little  doubt  of  that." 

Dr.  Ovid  De  Cameron,  inventor  of 
the  well-known  De  Cameron  eye-wash, 
declared  on  the  other  hand  that  he 
believed  it  to  be  a  case  of  inter-psychic 
paleontology.  "Of  that  much  I  am 
virtually  certain,"  he  said. 
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Says  H.  C. 

Last  night 

I  went  to  a  dance 

Which  didn't  break  up 

Until  what  the  editors  of  small  town  papers  call 

The  "wee,  sma'  hours." 

Just  before  the  end 

The  orchestra  played  a  piece  named 

"Three  O'clock  in  The  Morning." 


* 

*      * 

*      *      *      * 

I  work  in  a  factory 

And  this 

morning 

I  was  up 

At  six. 

No  one 

Ever 

Wrote  a 

waltz 

about  that  hour. 

G--G— G 
A  Real  Need 

Prospective  Tenant:  "I  thought  you  said  this  was  a 
fire-proof  building.  What's  that  sign,  'emergency  exit' 
doing  over  that  door? 

Agent:  "Oh,  that's  not  in  case  of  fire,  that's  in  case 
of  the  bill  collector." 

G— G— G 

Cat- — That's  a  hot  looking  hat  you're  wearing. 

Nip — Why  not?     I  got  it  at  a  fire  sale. 

G— G— G 


More  Truth,  etc. 

Peter,  Peter,  Pumpkin-eater 

Had  a  wife  and  couldn't  keep  her. 

In  explanation  it  is  said, 

That  he  is  just  a  first-year  Med. 


It  is  said  that  the  Eskimos  do  not  believe  in  Santa 
Claus,  which  only  proves  the  old  saying  that  a  prophet 
is  without  honor  in  his  own  country. 

G— G— G 

Miss  de  Muir:  Papa  always  gives  me  a  book  for 
my  birthday. 

Miss  de  Meanor:  What  a  fine  library  you  must 
have! 

G— G— G 

Oh,  Christmas,  gay  Christmas 
Has  come   'round  again, 
A  new  pair  of  rubbers 
For  old  Uncle  Ben, 
A   necktie   for   Dad 
And   for  Grandma   a  clock, 
Three  cheers  for  St.   Nich'las! 
My  watch   is  in  hock! 
G— G— G 


Magistrate  (to  seedy-looking  individual  still  showing  the  effects  of  last  night):   "When 
did  you  have  your  last  drink?" 

Prisoner:  "Your  Honour,  I  hopes  it'll  be  a  long  time  before  I  has  me  last  drink!" 
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Some  Seek  Information 

by 
Joe  Taylor 


Every  morning  and  evening  we  buy  a  newspaper.  A 
year  ago  we  were  confronted  with  the  tremendous  num- 
ber of  famines  in  Asia.  It  was  just  a  question  as  to  who 
could  hold  one  next  and  not  interfere  with  the  success  of 
those  already  in  progress.  But  fashions  change  and 
alter  with  them  the  tactics  of  the  press. 

We  were  becoming  accustomed  to  the  startling  in- 
genuity with  which  those  in  charge  were  giving  us  a  fine 
new  and  entirely  separate  famine  every  morning,  when 
in  sheer  spite  and  with  one  accord  the  editors  rose  and 
shattered  our  speculation. 

Pick  up  a  morning  or  evening  edition  to-day  and  you 
will  see  how  press  sentiment  has  become  a  mere  shadow 
of  its  former  self.  One  finds  it  expressed  on  the  pic- 
torial page.  Here  you  will  see  at  any  time  at  least  one 
impressive  photograph  of  eight  English  soccer  players 
suspended  in  mid-air.  Eight  is  the  usual  number  for  a 
league  game;  however,  should  a  member  of  the  royal 
family  be  present  then  nine  of  them  are  shown  diving  to- 
ward heaven,  one  additional  player  being  off  the  ground 
for  each  unit  of  royalty. 

These  pictures  are  conventionally  titled,  "A  spirited 
moment    during    the    recent    match    between    Kensington 


Flatfocts  and  Tottenham  Hotdogs,"  and  in  the  Saturday 
editions  sometimes  a  ball  is  shown.  But,  let  us  leave 
the  spirit  of  the  press  and  consider  its  minor  faults. 

Continuing  our  perusal  of  the  evening  news,  we  turn 
to  the  sporting  page.  Here  is  found  information  of  the 
utmost  importance.  About  half-way  down  the  page 
and  in  large  type  we  are  notified  that  the  Sharon,  Ohio, 
baseball  club  has  sold  its  utility  catcher  to  the  Allen- 
town,  Pa.,  club  for  a  cash  consideration  and  eight  play- 
ers, and  there  we  are  left  speculating  as  to  whether  there 
will  be  enough  people  left  in  Allentown,  Pa.,  to  form  a 
complete  team  after  these  eight  are  departed. 

The  sporting  queries  of  the  day  are  of  great  value  in 
that  they  bring  into  play  faculties  previously  unused  and 
others  which  we  had  no  intention  of  ever  using.  Our 
minds  reel  at  such  personal  questions  as:  "Was  Jake 
Oblavski  thrown  with  a  toe-hold  or  a  shoe-horn  in  his 
match  for  the  World's  Championship  in  1867?"  or 
"Who  umpired  when  Sioux  City  beat  Denver  in  1916? 
Is  he  still  out  of  employment?" 

Sometimes  we  wonder  why  the  sporting  editor  does 
not  obey  a  natural  impulse  to  warn  us  at  the  top  of  the 
page,  "This  side  up  when  wrapping  meat." 


"She  starts    .     .       " 


'She  moves," 


■^f-rf  SKIH 


"She  seems  to  feel 
The  thrill  of  life 
Along  her  keel." 
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Yellow  Journalism 


The  Pension  List 

"Why  have  you  kept  this  little  stretch  of  brick  walk 
after  replacing  all  the  rest  with  cement  work?"  in- 
quired  the   too  talkative  guest. 

"For  purely  sentimental  reasons,"  replied  his  host. 
"Several  years  ago  I  climbed  a  tall  ladder  on  this  side 
of  the  house  to  take  down  a  swallow's  nest  from  under 
the  eaves.  The  ladder  broke  down  and  I  fell  nearly 
twenty  feet." 

"And  the  brick  walk — ?" 

"The  brick  walk  was  all  that  saved  my  head  from 
striking  the  ground." 

G-G— G 

With  the  Trained  Fleas 

"What  happened  to  the  match  race  between  Horace, 
Sir  Edward  and  Emma  J.  ?" 

"Oh,  Horace  and  Sir  Edward  were  scratched  at  the 
last  minute." 


The  Fountain 

Small  Girl  (at  soda  fountain)  :  "Have  you  got  any 
vaniller  ice  cream?" 

Clerk:    "Yes." 

Small  Girl:  "Have  you  got  any  strorberry  ice  cream?" 

Clerk:  "Sure  thing." 

S.  G. :  "Well,  have  you  got  any  maple  walnut  ice 
cream?" 

Clerk:  "YES!" 

S.  G. :   "Well,  I'll  have  a  chocolate  bar." 

G— G     G 

Epitaph  for  a  Much  Lamented  Bootlegger 

Here  rest  the  bones 

Of  Peter  Sloan; 
Through  a  mistake 

He  drank  his  own. 


ARMADILUO      STUCMTTO 


Miss  Woomph:  "You've  been  smoking!" 
Mr.  Wock:  "Certainly,  I  was  lit  last  night." 
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i&omte?  le  Cocsim! 


At  this  time  when  the  Christmas  holiday  spirit  per- 
vadeth  all,  we  hesitate  to  draw  attention  to  a  pernicious 
and  insidious  evil  which  has  but  lately  made  its  appear- 
ance in  our  midst.  But  it  is  at  such  times  as  this  festal 
season  that  waking  watchfulness  wambles  wantonly  into 
soporific  somnolence  and  pernicious  practices,  like  the 
Colombian  dragons  of  Anticosti,  rise  over-night  and  gain 
a  strangle-hold  upon  the  full  contours  of  the  perfect 
white  throats  of  the  unsuspecting  populace.  For  this 
reason,  like  Myrmidon  before  Ephigia,  we  rise  and  shout 
"Amphonboloi  kai  phohos"  across  the  long  tables  of 
the  feasting  nation. 

It  is  with  no  uncertain  hesitation  that  we  intrude  at 
this  time  grim  verities  upon  the  happy  hearth-rugs  and 
door-mats  of  the  fair  homes  of  Canada.  Ours  be  no 
lust  for  martyrdom!  Let  our  faith  in  the  ultimate 
vindication  of  unalloyed  Truth  provide  an  incentive  to 
the  conflict  which  every  right-thinking  man  and  woman 
in  the  Dominion  will  sooner  or  later  have  to  wage.  That 
is  enough. 

A   French    "scientist"    (sic)    professes    to   have    dis- 


covered that  a  thirty-secondth  of  an  ounce  of  alcohol 
dropped  in  a  bowl  of  gold-fish  will  materially  benefit 
the  inhabitants  thereof.  This  were  bad  enough  in 
France,  a  land  traditionally  known  for  its  loose  habits, 
but  the  path  to  action  has  been  unquestionably  shown 
by  the  announcement  that,  through  his  agents,  he  is 
attempting  to  foist  this  fallacy  upon  our  own  Canadian 
gold-fish. 

Are  we  to  withhold  from  our  "dumb"  companions 
the  wise  decisions  of  our  beneficent  governments?  Shall 
we  allow  them  to  assimilate  the  cursed  licker? 

Shall  we,  like  cravens,  yielding  to  the  blandishment* 
of  this  piscatorial  Pilate,  forfeit  our  national  conscience 
and  become  a  party  to  a  conspiracy  to  dissipate  fish? 

Shall  we  lead  the  pretty  creatures  into  evil  ways, 
destroying  their  home  life  and  self-respect  until,  at  length, 
they  barter  their  last  golden  scale  for  RUM? 

Shall  the  gold-fish,  unauriferous  as  a  shrimp,  swim  as 
a  symbol  of  the  vindication  of  the  expression  "th'  poor 
fish"? 

No. 
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The  Game 

One  or  two  occupations  enjoy  a  cer- 
tain distinction  not  generally  accorded 
to  the  means  of  livelihood.  If  a  man  is 
a  banker  or  a  bond-dealer  or  almost 
anything  else,  his  occupation  is  referred 
to  as  a  business.  If,  however,  his 
work  has  to  do  with  newspapers,  he 
is  more  generally  spoken  of,  by  out- 
siders, as  being  "in  the  newspaper 
game."  This  is  true  to  a  certain  ex- 
tent also,  of  advertising ;  an  agent  is 
said  by  his  friends  to  be  "in  the  ad- 
vertising game." 

Since  working  for  a  living  is  essen- 
tially undignified,  probably  the  ma- 
jority of  members  of  the  journalistic 
and  advertising  crafts  are  secretly 
flattered  to  hear  their  honest  endeavor 
referred  to  as  if  it  were  a  sett  of  tennis. 
However,  why  the  discrimination? 
Surely  reporters  and  copy-writers  are 
not  so  far  above  the  level  of  the  rest 
of  mankind  that  to  them  alone  should 
the  world  pay  homage  by  this  discrim- 
ination. Why  not  dispense  with  the 
word  "business"  altogether  and  call 
all  work  a  game? 


$otage  Canabtett 

Then  our  present  railroad  super- 
intendents and  grocers  would  be  mere- 
ly people  playing  at  the  railroad  game 
and  the  grocery  game.  There  would 
be  the  law  game,  the  pickle  game,  the 
ditch-digging  game,  the  medical  game 
and  so  on. 

One  can  imagine  the  chairman  of 
the  Boosters'  Club  at  their  weekly 
noonday  luncheon:  "Our  next  speak- 
er will  be  J.  Lucius  Jones,  of  Win- 
nipeg. Lucius  has  been  very  success- 
ful in  the  silk  and  ladies'  wear  game 
in  his  native  city." 

All   Wrong 

It  is  estimated  that  during  the  month 
of  December  946  newspapers  and 
periodicals  on  the  continent  of  Ameri- 
ca will  publish  cartoons  depicting  the 
Average  Man  loaded  to  the  breaking 
point  with  Christmas  purchases,  his 
pockets  turned  inside  out  and  his  face 
bearing  a  mournful  expression.  Under- 
neath him  will  be  printed  the  clever 
legend,  "Santa  Claus."  These  journ- 
als should  be  prosecuted  with  a  ven- 
geance   by    the    Grand    and    Glorious 


Society  for  the  propagation  of  the 
Christmas  Spirit  on  the  grounds  of 
libel.  Christmas  is  the  one  occasion 
in  the  year  when  the  Average  Man 
bears  his  burden  joyfully.  It  is  the 
time  when  he  mortgages  his  flivver, 
sells  the  gaily  colored  vest  he  had 
given  him  last  year,  sighs  in  the  di- 
rection of  his  club  treasurer  and  walks 
out  to  riotously  ruin  himself.  The  in- 
come tax  monster  may  be  loitering 
grimly  in  the  distance,  but  the  Christ- 
mas tree  must  be  well  surrounded 
with  mysterious  packages.  The  mourn- 
ful  expression  is  all  wrong! 

Restraint 

In  the  interests  of  truth  let  me  make 
the  following  startling  statements,  to 
wit: 

I  have  never  presented  anyone  with 
the  gift  they  sent  me  the  previous  year, 
nor  have  I  had  any  of  mine  returned 
the  same  way. 

I  have  never  said  at  the  end  of  the 
festive  day,  "Well,  Christmas  comes 
but  once  a  year!" 


"How  are  you  fixed  for  coal?" 

"Rotten!      None  of  my  neighbours  went  away  last  summer." 
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How  Santa  Claus  Came  to  Our  Home 

And  How  He  Came  to  Several  Others 


It  was  easily  two  o'clock  on  Christmas  morning  when 
I  awoke  with  a  start.  I  had  fallen  asleep  sitting  in  front 
of  the  fire.  There  was  a  rustling  in  the  chimney;  a 
husky  voice  said,  "Curse  these  people,  why  can't  they  at 
least  put  their  fires  out?'' — and  Santa  Claus  appeared. 
Though  I  had  been  brought  up  to  believe  in  him,  I 
had  never  seen  him  before  and  to  say  that  I  was  sur- 
prised would  be  putting  it  mildly. 

"Merry  Christmas!"  he  said. 

"Same  to  you!"  I  replied,  "Don't  shake  all  that  snow 
on  the  carpet,  though.  You  look  rather  cold"  —  he 
shivered  —  "Do  you  think  a  small  Scotch  and  soda 
would  help  any?"  I  asked. 

"Well,"  said  Santa,  a  little  too  eagerly,  I  thought, 
"we  might  try  it."  I  poured  him  out  an  inch  or  so  and 
looked  up  for  his  approval.  As  he  seemed  to  be  busy 
looking  into  his  sack,   I   added   another   finger  or  two. 

"Ah,"  he  said  as  he  downed  it,  with  a  little  too 
much  satisfaction,  I  thought,  "that  reminds  me,  I  haven't 
visited  Montreal  as  yet  tonight." 

By  this  time  I  had  poured  myself  a  small  one  and 
looked  suggestively  at  his  empty  glass. 

"No,"  he  said,  cleverly  reading  my  face,  "I  won't 
have  another.  You  see,  the  fact  is  I'm  afraid  I've  had 
just  the  teeniest  bit  too  much  tonight.  But  then,"  he 
added  hurriedly,  "if  you  like  you  can  pour  out  a  little 
and  put  it  in  front  of  me — just  for  the  sake  of  appear- 
ances, but,  I  warn  you  I  won't  touch  it." 

Rather  than  offend  the  jolly  old  fellow  I  did  as  he 
suggested,  for  the  sake  of  appearances. 

"I  suppose,"  I  said  when  we  were  seated,  "that  in 
the  cold  north  where  you  live  the  Eskimos  drink  quite 
a  lot." 

"No,"  said  Santa,  "an  Eskimo  doesn't  drink  so  much. 
But  he  drinks  fast.  Now  you  take  a  southerner,  a 
southerner  drinks  like  this," — he  gave  an  admirable 
demonstration — "Now,  if  you'll  be  so  kind  as  to  put  a 
little  Scotch  in  that  glass  I'll  show  you  how  an  Eskimo 
drinks." 

My  curiosity  overcame  me  and  I  complied  with  his 
request.  It  was  very  interesting.  An  Eskimo,  it  appears, 
seizes  his  glass  with  both  hands  and  does  away  with  his 
liquor  in  about  one  second  flat,  to  the  accompaniment 
of  a  sly  wink. 

After  that  I  learned  how  they  drink  in  Switzerland, 
how  they  drink  in  Norway  and  in  Australia,  to  say  noth- 
ing of  Paraguay,  Iceland,  Finland,  Venezuela  and 
Czecho-Slovakia.  About  four  o'clock  Santa  allowed  he 
had  better  be  on  his  way,  as  he  had  a  lot  of  calls  still 


to  make.  I  am  afraid  he  was  not  quite  himself,  so  that 
I  was  not  surprised  to  learn  the  next  day  that  he  had 
made  the   following   rather   radical   slips: 

In  the  stocking  of  the  Reverend  Ben.  Spence  was 
found  a  quart  of  excellent  rye,  while  in  that  of  Pro- 
fessor Stephen  Leacock  he  had  placed  a  bottle  of  Orange 
Crush  (in  the  "crinkly"  bottles,  you  know).  Brother 
Rodolph  Valentino  had  been  given  a  copy  of  "Dancing 
in  Six  Lessons,"  which  had  been  intended  for  a  Mr. 
Church,  a  member  of  Parliament,  who  in  turn  received  a 
volume  of  "Sixteen  Snappy  Love  Letters  that  Can  be 
Read  Two  Ways."  It  is  also  said  that  members  of  the 
House  of  David  were  not  pleased  with  their  handy  little 
Autostrop  razors,  nor  the  International  Society  of  Bald 
Men  with  their  tortoise-shell  combs. 


Business  is  picking  up. 
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Intimate  Glimpses  of 

Film   Stars   At   Home 

(Distributed  by  Press  Agent  Films 
Inc.) 
CAPTION.  Nellie  Comfy,  the 
famous  "movie  mother,"  does  not  have 
to  act  before  the  camera.  "I'm  just 
myself,"  she  says.  Here  she  is  in  her 
kitchen.  (Closeup  of  Nellie  cooking 
toast  on  an  electric  heater.) 

Caption.     Lily  O'Valley,  that  wist- 


ful little  maid,  whom  we  all  remember 
in  "Lass  of  Lice  Mountain,"  loves 
nothing  better  than  a  rousing  dip  in  the 
surf.  (Closeup  of  Lily  eating  choco- 
lates under  a  beach  parasol.  Ocean 
in  distance.) 

Caption.  Richard  Plantagenet,  the 
eminent  character  actor,  takes  great 
comfort  in  his  library,  where  he  spends 
many  an  evening  among  his  books  and 
pictures.      (Closeup  of  Richard,  in  a 
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^ 


library  of  the  Globe- Wernicke  period, 
poring  over  a  volume  of  Service.) 

Caption.  Quentin  Gentle,  born  and 
raised  on  a  farm,  loves  to  slip  away 
from  the  stuffy  studio  and  return  to 
the  scenes  of  his  boyhood.  (Closeup 
of  Quentin,  in  Ziegfeld  Follies  (adv.) 
farmer's  equipment,  removing  the 
weeds  from  a  bed  of  pansies  with  a 
trowel.) 

— Record 


II 

1     DANCING  ^AND  "DINNER 
IN.  COMFORT, 

There    is    dancing    to   a    splendid       js 
^        orchestra     from     nine     to     twelve 
=       every   evening,    except   Sunday,   at      =1 

1    SUNNYSIDE  PAVILION   J 

STREET  CARS  TO  THE  DOOR 

In    the    Rose    and    Blue    Rooms, 
^        which    have    the    finest    floors    in      M 
=       Canada.    Refreshments  a  la  Carte; 
s       cover  charge  is  seventy-five  cents      g 
M       per  person.     Just  the  place  for  a 
!|       pleasant    evening. 

Attractive  arrangements  can  be      g 
H       made    with    Clubs,    Societies,    etc., 
W       for   luncheon    and    dinner    gather-      s 
%       ings  in  our  beautiful   Rose  Room.      = 
=       Accommodation  for  150  people. 

H       For  reservations  phone  Park.  2162. 

iiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiMiiiHiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiintnir 
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Over-Matter 


We  were  not  so  interested  in  the  picture,  "The  Valley 
of  Silent  Men."  What  we  should  prefer  to  see  would 
be  "The  Valley  of  Silent  Women." 

G— G— G 

The  Melancholy  days  remain, 

They're  here  for  good,  I   fear — 

My  purse  can't  cope  with  whiskey, 
Nor  my  tummy,  home-made  beer. 

G— G— G 

Answering  a  reader  from  Halifax  who  asks  how  to 
take  spots  out  of  a  suit,  we  suggest  a  small  pair  of 
scissors. 

G— G— G 

Tom,  Tom,  the  Piper's  son, 
Went  hunting  with  his  father's  gun. 
"He  didn't  know  that  it  was  loaded" 
Another  theory's  been  exploded. 

G— G— G 

In  view  of  certain  well-known  differences  in  the 
laws  of  Ontario  and  Quebec,  there  is  perhaps  some 
reason  in  the  advice  given  visitors  to  the  neighboring 
cities  of  Ottawa  and  Hull,  "See  Ottawa  First." 

G— G— G 

Hostess:  "Won't  you  have  some  more  pudding,  Mr. 
Brown?" 

Mr.    Brown:     "Oh,  just  a  mouthful." 
Hostess:    "Nellie,  fill  up  Mr.  Brown's  plate." 

G— G— G 

"Mother,  Santa  Claus  kissed  me  last  night." 

"Don't  be  silly,  dear!" 

"Yes,  he  did,  mother ;  he  kissed  me  and  he  said,  'Go 
to  sleep,  like  a  good  little  girl,  while  I  get  your  mother's 
rings  out  of  her  jewel  box  to  surprise  her'. 


"Say   it   with  Flowers" 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


Limited 
8  West  Adelaide  St.  Toronto,  Canada  - 

PRICES    AS    LOW    AS    THE    LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 


PLAYER'S 

NAVY    CUT 

CIGARETTES 


"ffeal  Satisfaction'' 


PdclttJe    of  JO-       2CX 

«&     »    20  -     35? 

Biamel Tin-     SO  -      90* 
"  »  100  -$ 1.75 


CATERERS 

Why  worry  about  your  Christmas  table  delica- 
cies, when  you  can  buy  Old  English  Christmas 
Pudding,  Luscious  Christmas  Cake,  made  from 
an  old  time  receipt. 

The  finest  assortment  of  whipped  cream  and 
other  delicacies. 

At  Popular  Prices 

CANDIES 

Creators  of  :- 

"Priscilla"  Old  Fashioned  Candies  60c  per  lb.  A 
box  of  wh:ch  is  a  pleasing  gift. 

STORES:- 
430  College  St.  775  Yonge  St. 

270  College  St.  433  Danforth  Ave. 

Catering  and  Order  Dept., 
Trinity  9038 


Booklovers,  whether  regular  subscribers  or  casual  readers,  are  cordially  invited  to  avail  themselves  of  the  services  of 
our  recently  inaugurated  Book  Department.  We  heartily  invite,  you  to  write  us  if  you  desire  information  regarding 
the  best  of  current  fiction  or  of  any  particular  book,  whether  or  not  reviewed  in  these  pages.  As  a  further  service 
this  Department  is  glad  to  purchase  any  book  for  you  without  charge.  If  you  wish  to  send  us  your  list  of  books  for 
Christmas  giving  we  will  be  glad  to  secure  them,  immediately,  from  the  various  publishing  houses  and  mail  them 
with,  your  card  enclosed  direct,  either  to  the  recipient  of  the  gift  or  to  yourself.  Address  convmunvcations  to 
GOBLIN.  Book  Department,  153  University  Ave.,  Toronto. 


THE  LAST  MILE.     By  Frank  A.  McAlisler.     Toronto: 
S.  B.  Gundy,  Ltd.,  Publishers.     $1.75. 

The  position  of  the  young  man  with  a  college  education,  a 
questioning  spirit  and  a  desire  for  better  things  on  his  return 
from  the  war  to  his  home  in  Canada  was  fundamentally  the 
same  as  his  brother's  in  the  United  States.  For  this  reason 
"The  Last  Mile"  will  appeal  to  a  large  number  of  young  Can- 
adians who  will  enjoy  saying  to  themselves,  "How  very  true! 
I  felt  the  same  way  myself!"  Ralph  Broadhurst's  reaction 
from  army  discipline  is  a  determination  to  act  and  think  for 
himself.  He  expects  to  find  his  country  purified  by  struggle 
and  well  advanced  in  the  Utopian  metamorphosis.  His  subse- 
quent disillus:on  and  struggle  is  the  theme  of  the  book.  He 
finds  himself  unable  to  attach  himself  whole-heartedly.  This 
spirit  characterizes  his  attempts  to  aid  the  still-born  "Liberal 
Party"  and  his  luke-warm  love  affair.  He  assumes  the  role  of 
dissatisfied  observer.  His  indictment  of  business  today  will 
seem  to  the  business  man  unsympathetic,  superficial  and  some- 
what exaggerated,  but  viewed  from  Broadhurst's  standpoint 
his  impressions  are  readily  understood.  The  account  of  the 
salesmen's  conventions  and  advertising  men's  luncheons  is  a 
classic  expose  of  hokum  from  any  point  of  view.  We  can't 
say  that  the  book  "gets  anywhere"  in  particular,  but  several 
worthy  institutions  receive  a  healthy  shaking  up.  A  good  book 
for  a  new  generation. 

A  FLASH  OF  COLD.  By  Francis  R.  Bellamy. 
Toronto:     S.  B.  Gundy,  Ltd.,  Publishers.      $1.75. 

It  is  a  question  in  these  days  whether  a  book  can  be  success- 
ful and  still  preach  a  lesson,  a  moral  one  at  that,  and  round  off 
the  story  in  the  good  old-fashioned  style  to  boot.  "A  Flash  of 
Gold"  is  a  strong  argument  in  the  affirmative.  It  is  a  story  of 
today  on  this  continent.  The  theme  is,  however,  cosmopolitan, 
an  awakening  to  the  value  of  unselfishness  on  the  part  of  a 
young  social  flirt.  Nancy  falls  in  love  with  the  earnest  Dr. 
Carpenter  whose  passion  in  life  is  his  work  among  the  poor. 
Living  in  comparative  poverty  in  the  slum  district  loses  its 
appeal  for  Nancy  after  a  year  of  it,  and  complications  follow. 
From  then  on  the   atmosphere  remains   at  high   tension   to   the 


end  of  the  book.  The  interest  and  sympathy  of  the  reader  for 
the  sincere  but  misunderstood  Dr.  Carpenter  is  akin  to  that  we 
felt  for  Mark  Sabre  in  "If  Winter  Comes."  The  effect  upon 
the  heart  strings  is  very  nearly  as  powerful.  It  is  a  book  that 
has  all  the  charm  of  romance  and  yet  seems  to  ring  true  to  actual 
conditions.  It  may  represent  a  very  wholesome  reaction  to  a 
great  deal  of  the  where-are-we-going-I-don't-care  fiction  that 
has  made  its  appearance  of  late. 

(Continued  on  Page  25.) 


For  Christmas 

Give— 

The  Sky  Line  of  Spruce 

By  Edison  Marshall 

In  this  splendid  new  story  of  adventure.  Edison  Mar- 
shall depicts  the  wilderness  of  British  Columbia  and 
its  life  with  the  same  sure  touch  that  won  for  him 
the  O.  Henry  Memorial  Award  for  the  best  short 
story  of  1921.  THE  NEW  YORK  TIMES  says  of 
"The  Sky  Line  of  SprUce" :  "There  is  no  lack  of 
thrilling  episodes.  A  wild  canoe  ride  down  the  rapids 
of  the  Yuga  River,  a  titanic  battle  with  a  huge 
grizzly,  and  other  fights  with  even  more  savage 
human  enemies,  these,  together  with  the  remarkable 
exploits  of  Fenris,  the  wolf,  cannot  fail  to  make  the 
reader's   pulse  beat   faster." 

The  Man  Who  Lived  in  a  Shoe 

By    Henry    James    Forman 

This  entrancing  romance  is  sure  to  appeal  to  &11 
who  liked  "Daddy  Long  Legs"  and  similar  human- 
interest  stories.  MAY  SINCLAIR  says  "  'The  Man 
Who  Lived  in  a  Shoe'  gave  me  great  pleasure.  I 
feel  the  charm  of  such  a  book  and  I  think  it  is  very 
beautifully  done.  Alicia  is  enchanting  and  so  is 
Uncle  Ranny.  I  simply  loved  them."  THE  PHIL- 
ADELPHIA PUBLIC  LEDGER  says:  "There  is  a 
flavor  of  William  J.  Locke  in  this  new  novel.  It  is 
indeed  a  story  that  will  make  a  multituHe  of  friends." 

J2.00  Per  Copy  at  Your  Bookseller 

Longmans  Green  &  Co. 

Toronto 


PUBLISHERS 

210  Victoria  St 
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NEW  SUPERIOR  <2  PASS.)  ROADSTER- $695 


Announcing  a  Complete  LinQ  of 

The  New  Superior 

CHEVROLET 

FOR  19^3 


>  Worlds  Greatest 
Motor  Car  Value 


CHEVROLET  has  answered 
^-/  the  ever  increasing  de* 
mand  for  quality  cars  at  rock 
bottom  prices  with  the  an* 
nouncement  of  the  new 
SUPERIOR  Models. 

Sensational  values  are  represented  by 
this  new  line,  at  the  new  reduced 
prices. 

Improved  quality,  artistic  design,  added 
equipment  and  increased  economy 
combine  to  emphasize  Chevrolet's 
admitted  leadership  as  producer  of  the 
world's  lowest  priced  quality  auto* 
mobile. 

See  the  new  SUPERIOR  Chevrolet. 
Ride  in  it.  Study  the  specifications. 

Prices  F.O.  B.  Oshawa 
Government  Taxes  Extra 

CHEVROLET  MOTOR  CO..  OF  CANADA,  UmlteJl 


NEW  SUPERIOR  (J  PASS.)  UTILITY  COUPE-$910 


•NEW  SUPERIOR  (5  PASS.)  TOURINC  COUPE-$lH5 


OSHAWA 


Subsidiary  of 
Central  Motor  $  oj  Canada.  Limited 


WINNIPEG) 


Dealers  and 
Service  Stations 

wanted  in 

Territories,  not 

adequately 

covered. 


Ask  vour 

Chevrolet 

Dealer  about 

our    deferred 

payment    ptau. 


Some 
Distinctive 
Features 

Streamline  bode 
design  with  high 
hood;  vacuum  feed 
and  rear  gasoline 
tank  on  all  models; 
drum  type  head 
lamps  with  legal 
lenses.  Curiam* 
open  with  door* 
of  open  model*. 
Closed  model* 
have  plate  glass. 
Ternctedi  regu- 
lated window*. 
cord  t  i  ret,  tun 
visor,  windshield) 
wiper  and  dash 
light.  Touring; 
Coupe  is  equipped) 
withautntrunh  on 


All     ileitd 
bodies    are  | 
b»  Fuhaav 


NEW  SUPERIOR  H  PASS.)  TOURINC-$710 
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Yes!        Bloor  &  Yonge        Yes! 

Harry  Roher  has  opened  one  of  the  finest  combination 
shops  for  "Readers  and  Smokers,"  at  No.  7  Bloor  St.  West. 

For  your  Xmas  requirements  we  have  the  finest  Import- 
ed and  Domestic  Cigars,  Cigarettes  and  Tobacco.  Famous 
Dunhill,  Sasieni,  B.B.B.,  Peterson  and  other  good  pipes,  a 
full  line  of  the  best  Smokers  Sundries. 

Fine  Xmas  Stationery,  the  latest  Books,  Magazines  and 

School  Supplies,  etc.  ^ 

i 
Look  us  up — Your  Patronage  will  tie]Greatly}Appreciated. 


7£Bloor  St. 
I*  West 


HARRY  ROHER 


Phone : 
North  9511 


PAR 

THE  NEW  FALL 

Arrow 

Collar 


Cluett,  Peabody  &  Co.  of  Canada 


Passionate "I — want — to   kiss   you,   Nanette!      I 

can't  help  myself." 

Impassioned — "  'Zen   M'sieu   is   paralyse?      Yes?" 

■-*—-—  — Widow 


uK* 
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Hand  -  Knit  Outerwear 


Monarch 
Yarns 

Monarch-Knit 
Hosiery 

Two  Steeples 
English 
Hosiery 

Woollen 
Gloves,  etc. 


■    Everything  For  The  Knitter 
at 

Jeane  Duncan  Yarn  Shoppe 

235  Yonge  St.,  Toronto 


Books  Continued 

QUEST.  By  Helen  Hull.  Toronto:  The  MacMillan 
Company,  Publishers.     $2.00. 

Another  addition  to  the  already  over-crowded  library  of  half- 
baked  philosophy. 

TALES  OF  THE  JAZZ  AGE.  By  F.  Scott  Fitzgerald. 
Toronto:   The  Copp-Clark  Company,  Publishers.      $2.00. 

When  the  materialistic  Mr.  Fitzgerald,  the  best-known  irony- 
monger  of  present-day  American  letters,  turns  his  attention  to 
the  legitimate  field  of  the  romanticist,  strange  things  are  sure 
to  result.  In  this  new  book  four  of  the  eleven  component  stories 
and  sketches  are  grouped  under  the  head  of  Fantasies  and 
present,  as  a  whole,  a  rather  startling  compendium  of  extrava- 
gance. 

"The  Diamond  As  Big  As  the  Ritz,"  a  twentieth  century 
fairy  tale  with  a  burlesque  conventional  ending,  deals  with  the 
romance  of  John  T.  Unger  and  Kismine,  the  daughter  of  the 
owner  of  the  wonderful  diamond.  John  is  a  very  modern  young 
college  undergraduate  who  believes  and  affirms  that  youth  is 
"a  form  of  chemical  madness."  Kismine's  most  characteristic 
remark  is  as  follows:  "How  strange  it  seems  to  be  here  with 
only  one  dress  and  a  penniless  fiance." 

Two  other  stories  in  the  collection,  namely,  "The  Camel's 
Back"  and  "The  Lees  of  Happiness,"  are  particularly  worthy 
of  mention. 

JIMMIE  DALE  AND  THE  PHANTOM  CLUE.  By 
Frank  L.  Packard.  Toronto:  Copp-Clark  Co.,  Ltd.,  Pub- 
lishers.     $2.00. 

Jimmie    Dale,    the    millionaire    clubman;    Jimmie    Dale,    the 
(Continued   on   Page   29.) 


The  Joy 

of 
Playing 

Yourself 


The  majority  of  small  musical  in- 
struments are  easy  to  learn  to  play 
— many  of  them  may  be  picked  up 
without  the  aid  of  a  teacher,  Why 
not  drop  in  and  choose  your  fav- 
orite instrument?  We  will  gladly 
give  you  every  possible  assistance. 


Musical 

Instruments 

of 

Quality 


VIOLINS,    CELLOS 

MANDOLINS 

GUITARS 

UKULELES,  BANJOS 

SAXOPHONES 

CORNETS 

CLARIONETS 

DRUMS 

XYLOPHONES 


Come  in  and  see  any  of  these 
instruments.  We  have  a  wonder- 
ful range  to  choose  from,  and 
can  give  you  a  great  deal  of  help- 
ful advice  about  the  choosing  of 
an  instrument. 

rHE\A7TT  ¥  I  A  MC&SONSC 


WILLIAMS 


R.S 

Established  1849 


LIMITED 

145  Yonge  Street 
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•  QFTF»RE.CiftT10lA 

(pie(uarantee8 


HIRT 


lor  Christ  Tge^s 


Are  you  always  always  quite  satisfied  that  your 
Christmas  gifts  are  appreciated  as  you  would  wish 
them   to  be? 

If  you  give  a  Forsyth  shirt  for  Christmas  you  will  be 
assured  of  the  maximum  amount  of  appreciation  from  the 
recipient. 

Shirts    that    are    made    with    such    careful    attention  to 

even      the      most      minute      detail      of      manufacture  as 

Forsyth   shirts    are   cannot   fail    to  attain    the  standard  of 
excellence    which    you    desire. 

The  extensive  range  of  patterns  we  are  offering  this 
season  will  make  it  very  simple  for  you  to  select  those 
most  suitable  to  the   individual   tastes  of  your  friends. 

Furthermore,  you  are  taking  no  chances  whatever  when 
you  purchase  Forsyth  shirts.  They  are  just  as  good  as 
they  look.     We  know  that,  that's  why  we  guarantee  them. 

Make   your  slogan    this   year 

"A  Forsyth  for  Christmas!" 


JOHN  FORSYTH  LIMITED 
KITCHENER,  ONTARIO 


Now  You  Try  One 

Coming   down   to   breakfast   iate,   her  mother    asked : 
"Did  that  young  man  kiss  you  last  night?" 

-  "Now,  mother,  do  you  suppose  that  he  came  all  the 
way  from  New  York  to  hear  me  sing?"—  Punch  Bowl 

Mother — "Did  that  young  man  kiss  you  last  night?" 
Daughter — "Do  you  think   he  came   all  the  way  to 
Elmira  to  listen  to  the  phonograph?" — Juggler 

Great  Aunt:   "Did  that  young  man  kiss  you  last  night?" 
Daughter:  "You  don't  suppose  he  came  all  the  way  from 
Buenos  Aires  to  make  eyes  at  the  gold  fish,  do  you?" 


"There  Ain't  No  Santy  Claus" 

The  girl  was  very  sweet  and  coy 

As  she  looked  at  him  and  said: 
"The  night  air  is  rather  chilly, 

I've  nowhere  to  lay  my  head." 
He  gave  her  just  one  startled  look 
And  then  in  haste  he  said, 
"I'll  take  you  home,  if  that's  the  case 

So  you  can  go  to  bed."  —  Bean-pol 
G— G    G 
The   road   to   happiness   seems   just  wide   enough    for 
single  persons  to  travel.  — Life 


"The  Ideal  Christmas  Gift  for  Men" 

The 


Pipe 

—is  Procurable  at  all  Leading  Tobacconists. 


OTfntbonte  3mt 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 
Phone;  College  9354 


W 


The   handiest  rendezvous    in   Toronto;   just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 


LUNCHEON         12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a  la  carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 
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Tea  Room 
Main  2473 


Cafeteria 
Ad.  2227 


BINGHAM'S 

—LIMITED— 

Store:-  146  Yonge  St. 
Cafeteria:-  84  Yonge  St. 

Noon  Luncheon 
11.30—2  p.  m. 

Afternoon  Teas 
2.30—5  p.  m. 

Evening  Dinner 
5.00—7.30  p.  m. 

Makers  of 

"Polly-Anna  Chocolates" 

"The  Glad  Candies" 


To  a  Greek  Grocer 

I'd  walk  an  extra  block  or  two,  most 
any  day 

To  hear  him  swear 
The  words  slip   out  so   liquid  smooth 

So  debonair, 
A  full,  unstinted  generous  supply. 
Convincing  modesty.  To  make  reply 

One  would  not  dare. 

Now  I  have  heard  full  many  a  preach- 
er raise 
To  heaven  his  prayer, 
And  many  a  doctor  lecture  long 

With  solemn  air. 
But  when  o'er-burdened  by  sad  doubt 

or  fear, 
Desiring  peace,  I  always  go  to  hear 


That  grocer  swear! 


— Frivol 


Our  selection  of  fall  fabrics  is  much  ad- 
mired as  are  also  our  methods  of  fitting 
and  styling  a  garment  so  as  to  give  it 
that  air  of  distinction  which  character- 
izes  all    our    clothes. 

If  you  have  not  yet  had  a  suit  or 
overcoat  made  by  us  you  have  a  surpris- 
ing treat  in  store  for  yourself  as  soon 
as   we  get   the   first   order. 

BERK1NSHAW   &    COLLIER, 
Merchant    Tailors, 

Established   1885.  316  Yonge  St. 


ORINOCO  shows 

qouhowto5dvcnioncij 

Fvert j  cigarette  smoker 
should  realize  that  — 
ORINOCO  makes  an 
ideal  high  grade 
Virginia  cigarette 
—  Nothing  better* 
"Rolling  ijour  own" 
ijou  get  on  the  aver- 
age 45  hand  rolled 
cigarettes  from  a  1y 
package  of  ORINOCO 
bou  get  cigarettes 
nigh  in  quality... .... 

ijou  ^fet  cigarettes 
low  in  cosC...»~»~~ 

Roll  your  own  with 

ORINOCO 

-Its  easy 


An  optimist  is  one  who  hops  out  of 
bed  on  a  cold  morning,  saying:  "Well, 
old  bed,  I'll  be  back  to  you  in  seven- 
teen hours." 

The  pessimist  hops  in  bed,  saying: 
"Gee,   up   again  in  seven  hours!" 

— V oo  Doo 


Miss  Edna  Hinch 

Teacher  of  Modern 
Dancing 

PRIVATE  LESSONS  ONLY 

STUDIO: 

356  Brunswick  Avenue 

Plone:     Coll.  37 
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Do   You   Know? 


Well  I  do  and  I'll  tell  you!! 

Just  imagine  him  sitting  there  on  Christmas  morning  surrounded  by  a  lot  of  worthless 
junk.  Stuff  that  CAN'T  last  long.  A  coupla  cases  of  "whootch"  that  will  die  a  natural 
death  in  a  day  or  two;  a  thousand  dollar  cheque,  which  will  just  seem  to  fade  right  away 
in  no  time;  a  whole  lotta  collars  and  ties  and  slippers  and  things  and  you  know  how  soon 
they  wear  out! 

There  are  just  twelve  things  he  needs! 

And  each  one  is  a  Gob\in.     Yes,  sir,  one  delivered  to  his  house  each  month  all  through  next 
year 

Don't  Let  Him  Suffer!       Don't  Spoil  His  Whole  Christmas!! 
Send  Us  His  Name  and  Address 

and  we'll  see  that  he  gets  what's  coming  to  him. 

FOR  PETE'S  SAKE  have  a  heart  and  fill  in  the  form  below!!! 
Twelve  months'  pleasure  for  $2.25.     Beat  that  if  you  can! 


GOBLIN'S   LIMITED,   143   University  Ave., 

Dear  Sirs  : — Please  send  GOBLIN  to  the  following  for  one  year  at  $2.25.      each. 

NAME    Address    . 


NAME    Address 

NAME Address 
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Books  Continued 


(Continued  From  Page  25.) 


Gray  Seal  of  the  Underworld,  the  master  detective,  "The  Phil- 
anthropic Crook,"  is  back  in  harness  again.  If  anyone  thought 
that  after  the  mysterious  murderer  of  Jathan  Lane  had  been 
caught,  that  is  to  say,  after  the  Wizard  Marre  had  suicided, 
that  after  Jimmie  and  Marie  were  united,  peace  and  security 
would  follow,  they  were  very  much  mistaken.  Many  things 
remain  to  be  cleared  up.  Marie  disappears  on  about  the  fifth 
page  of  this  new  history  of  adventure  and  the  fight  is  on !  Don't 
begin  this  book  in  the  evening  if  you  are  fond  of  sleep. 

THE  MAN  WHO  LIVED  IN  A  SHOE.  By  Henry 
James  Forman.  Toronto:  Longmans,  Green  &  Co.,  Publishers. 
Price  $2.00. 

This  is  the  story  of  one  Randolph  Byrd,  a  book-loving  old 
bachelor  who  is  contemplating  marrying  an  advanced  and  rather 
calculating  modern  New  York  girl.  Through  the  sudden  death 
of  his  sister,  Byrd  is  forced  to  act  as  guardian  to  her  three 
small  children,  who  arrive  at  his  home  under  the  charge  of  Alicia, 
a  fifteen-year-old  "mother's  help."  Byrd's  fiancee  refuses  to 
marry  him  when  he  insists  on  taking  the  children  into  his  home. 
The  subsequent  history  of  his  struggles  in  keeping  the  family 
together  furnishes  a  delightful  series  of  incidents  culminating 
in  a  romantic  ending. 

Mr.  Forman  has  a  whimsical  charm  rare  among  the  younger 
writers  of  to-day.  The  attention  of  his  readers  is  especially 
attracted  by  the  background  of  broad  literary  culture  which  is 
apparent  in  his  work.  His  description  of  the  amenities  of  book 
collecting  is  particularly  fascinating.  It  is  not  to  be  wondered 
at  that  this  book  has  already  taken  a  place  among  the  seasons 
best  sellers. 

THE  POISONED  PARADISE.  By  Robert  W.  Service. 
Toronto:  McClelland  and  Stewart,  Publishers.     Price  $2.00. 

In  this  new  volume  Mr.  Service  forsakes  the  Alaskan  scenes 
which  made  him  famous  and  places  his  action  amid  more  tropic 
surroundings.  There  are  excellent  descriptions  of  the  scenery 
of  the  Riviera  and  the  Island  of  Corsica,  interesting  and  illum- 
inating chapters  on  the  famous  tables  at  Monte,  the  systems  em- 
ployed by  habitues  and  the  odd  characters  frequenting  the  Casino, 
but  the  story  as  such  adds  nothing  to  the  fame  of  Mr.  Service. 
The  characters  move  about  as  so  many  film  actors — indeed  the 
Corsican  scenes  give  one  the  impression  that  they  were  originally 
or  eventually  intended  for  presentation  on  the  screen.  Mr. 
Service  has  not  yet  learned  the  art  of  adapting  conversation  to 
character;  all  his  men  and  women  speak  the  same  dialect.  He 
has  still  much  to  overcome  in  the  study  of  plot  construction. 
The  halting,  disjointed  story  of  Margot  suffers  many  a  tedious 
interruption  before  it  is  brought  to  a  happy  ending.  To  one 
who  admires  the  facility  with  which  Mr.  Service  produces  pleas- 
ing and  musical  verse  this  prose  departure  is  a  distinct  dis- 
appointment. 

THE  MIDDLE  OF  THINGS.  By  J.  S.  Fletcher.  Tor- 
onto: MacMillan  and  Company,  Publishers.     $2.00. 

Just  what  you  would  expect  from  the  title.  A  mystery  detec- 
tive story  with  a  surprise  conclusion.  Mr.  Fletcher  is  an  expert 
plot  manipulator, 

(Continued   on   Page  32'.) 


Jazz! 


THE  dance  music  of  the  month  on  Columbia 
Records  typifies  the  overflowing  exuberance  of 
youth  and  happiness  that  is  the  very  spirit  of 
the  dance  itself.  Rig?ht  now  you  may  have  the 
music  of  Ted  Lewis  and  His  Band,  Ray  Miller 
and  His  Orchestra,  Eddie  Elkins'  Orchestra, 
Frank  Westphal  and  His  Orchestra  and  Prince's 
Dance  Orchestra  to  dance  to   and  enjoy. 

Here  are  the  newest  and  best 
dance  records 


Homesick  and  To-morrow  (I'll  Be  in  My 
Dixie  Home  Again)— Fox-Trots.  Ted 
Lewis   and   His  Band. 

When  the  Leaves  Come  Tumbling  Down 
and  Japanese  Moon — Fox-Trots.  Paul 
Specht  and  His   Hotel  Astor  Orch. 

Goodbye  and  Sextette — Fox-Trots.  Paul 
Specht  and   His   Hotel  Astor  Orch. 

Toot,  Toot,  Tootsie!  (Goo'  Bye)— Fox- 
Trot.     Frank  Westphal  and  His  Orch. 

Why  Should  I  Cry  Over  You— Fo 

Knickerbocker  Orchestra,  under 
tion    of   Eddie  Elkins. 

Two  Little  Ruby  Rings  from  "Daffy 
Dill"  and  I  Came,  I  Saw,  I  Fell  from 
"Passing  Show"  —  Medley  Fox-Trots. 
Ray   Miller  and   His   Orchestra. 


x-Trot.     > 
direc-     J 


A-3709 
75c 


A-3716 
75c 

A-3708 
75c 


A-3706 
75c 


A-3710 
75c 


Columbia 

Records 

Columbia  Graphophone  Co.,  Toronto 
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At 

Hart  House 

Tuck 

and  most 

good  shops 


MLflUGHLINS 

GINGER   iff 


The  Joys  of  Living 

Bob  and  Bill  were  two  brothers  on 
their  dad's  farm. 

Bob  tired  of  farm  life  and  sought  the 
city,  but  Bill  stayed  with  the  cows. 

Bob  got  a  job  in  the  city  and  bobbed 
about  on  the  street  cars,  ran  the  movies 
a  hot  pace  and  generally  enjoyed  himself. 
He  wrote  Bill  a  letter  telling  of  the  joys 
of  city  life,  in  which  he  said: — 

"Thursday    we    autoed    out    to    the 

country  club  where  we  golfed  till  dark. 


Then  we  motored  to  the  beach  for  the 
week  end." 
The  brother  on  the  farm  wrote  back: — 
"Yesterday  we  buggied  to  town  and 
baseballed  all  the  afternoon.  Then  we 
went  to  Ned's  and  pokered  until  morn- 
ing. To-day  we  muled  out  to  the 
cornfield  and  gee-hawed  until  sun- 
down. Then  we  suppered  and  then 
we  newspapered  for  a  while.  After 
that  we  staircased  up  to  our  room  and 
bedsteaded  until   the  clock  fived." 

— Exchange 


In  the   Holiday   Season 

Just  as  much  as  at  any  other  time  in  the 
year  one  needs  wholesome,  substantial 
foods. 

Peanut  butter,  because  of  its  delicacy  of 
flavour,  is  a  royal  favourite  with  every- 
body at  all  times. 

Children  love  it.  Let  them  have  it  with 
their  lunch  or  their  nursery  tea.  They 
could  eat  nothing  better. 

And  remember!  MacLaren  is  the  su- 
perior brand ! 

"My,  but  it  is  good" 

MacLaren-Wright,  Limited 

Toronto,  Canada 


5HOES 

MEN 


Economical 
because  of 
quality  and 
longer  wear. 


WRITE  FOR  NEW  STYLE  BOOK 
AND  SELF  MEASUREMENTCHABT 

-  R.DACK&SONS.e*™?  , 

MAH.ERS  OF  MENS   SHOES 
FOR   OVER    IOO    YEARS 

73  W.KING  ST.   XORONXO 

Branches: 
319  Fort  Street,  Winnipeg 

Windsor  Arcade  Bldg.,      Montreal 


Doctor — Professor,  a  little  boy  has 
arrived. 

Pre-occupied  Prof,  (with  some  as- 
perity)— Well,  ask  him  what  he 
wants.  — Whirlwind 

G-G—  G 
The  Retort  Courteous 

"I  want  a  black  suit,"  said  the 
solemn  customer,  "something  of  a 
strong,  heavy  material  that  will  keep 
its  shape  and  last  for  a  number  of 
years." 

"You  don't  want  a  suit,  sir,"  the 
modern  clerk  assured  him;  "what  you 
have   in  mind  is  a   coffin." — Pelican 
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"A  man  is  known  by 
the  clothes  he  wears! 


Evening  Dress  Suits 

We  can  fit  you 
to  perfection 
with  the  smart- 
est of  evening 
dress  suits. 


UmBe0 


Special  Values, 
$52.50   to  $65. 

GENTLEMEN'S   CLOTHING 
and  FURNISHINGS 

28   KING    STREET   WEST 


Mother — Richard  writes  that  he 
has  been  burning  the  midnight  oil  every 
night  for  a  week. 

Father — Yes,  he'll  have  the  old 
bus  worn  out  if  he  keeps  on. 

— Engineer 


Stories,  Photoplays  and  Poems  typed 
and  revised.  Write  for  terms.  A.  A. 
&  M.  0.  Blanchard,  Authors'  Repre- 
sentatives, 58  Jefferson  St.,  Bangor, 
Maine. 


The    Charm  of  Tea 
is  in  the  Flavor 

and 

"SALADA"  Flavor 
appeals  irresistibly 


SALAMT 


A  Student  of   Mr.   Roth 

After  their  introduction  the  two 
seniors  glided  around  the  Union  ball- 
room floor.  The  girl  was  eyeing  her 
partner  keenly.   Then   she  spoke. 

"Haven't  I  met  you  before  some- 
where?" 

"Why,  I  don't  believe  so." 

"Oh,  I  have  it.  I  was  engaged  to 
you  once  during  my  freshman  year." 

"Indeed,  you're  right.  What  a  re- 
markable memory  you  have!" 

— Gargoyle 


Inquisitive  (at  funeral  of 
friend's  husband):  "I  see  you 
gotta  new  grandfather's  clock." 

Widow:  "That  ain't  no  clock — 
that's  John!  We  had  to  stand 
him  up  in  the  corner  to  make 
room  for  the  mourners." 

— Lampoon 


The  Queen's 

TORONTO 
Canada's  Distinctive  Hotel. 


A  Home  when  away 
from  Home. 

Comfort  and  Refinement 

Combined  with 

Moderate  Charges. 

New  Adam  Room 

Sorority    and    Fraternity 

Teas,   Dinners  and 

Supper  Dances 

Phone  Manager,   Adel.   2080 
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The 

Answer 

to  Every 

Christmas 

Gift 
Problem 


eVEREADy 

FLASHLIGHTS 

&  BATTERIES 
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Books  Continued 

(Continued  From  Page  29.) 

LILY.  By  Hugh  Wiley.   Toronto: 
The  MacMillan  Company  of  Canada, 
Ltd.    $2.00. 
A  dark  complexioned  Memphis  boy, 

De  folks  all  call  him  Wilecat, 
A  soul  whom  Fate  has  made  his  toy 

And  Lady  Luck  has  smiled  at. 

Den  gallopin    cubes,  be  good! 

An    Snake  Eyes  don    come  'roun. 

Oh,  Lady  Luck,  ac    like  you  should 

An    roll  dem  sebens  down! 
But  01'  Man  Trouble  alters  Fate 

And  enters  in  de  story ; 
He  chooses  Wilecat  for  his  mate 

An'  starts  a  ruckus  gory. 

Den  Howdy-do  six-ace! 

Does  yo'   heah  yo'  Pappy' s  voice? 

Five,    grab    de    deuce    aroun     her 
wais' , 

Eyes,  read  'em  an    rejoice! 
Tho'  las'  not  leas'  de  mascot  Lily, 

Eaten  her  way  on  high, 
Sho'  knocks  folks  silly  wili  nili  — 

Lady  Luck,  come  nigh! 

Dice,  drip  yo'  honey  dew! 

Wham!       Leopards,     change     yo' 
spots! 

Snake  Eyes  plenty,  sebens  few, 

Count  dem  lucky  dots! 

THE  DUST  FLOWER.  By 
Basil  King.  New  York :  Harper  and 
Company,   Publishers.      $2.00. 

A  laboriously  deft  fairy  tale  told 
by  a  master  craftsman.  A  book 
which  it  is  not  only  perfectly  safe  to 
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Fancy  Costumes 

For  Masquerades  and  Theatricals 


Hire  or  Purchase 


The   Macdonald  -  Dawn 
Company 


460  SPADINA  AVE. 


COLLEGE  2900 
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BLUEBIRD 
TEA  ROOMS 

699  Spadina  Avenue 

One  Block  South   of  Bloor 


Breakfast,  Luncheon,  After- 
noon Tea,  Dinner 

Open  Sundays      College  5691 

Rooms   Available    for    Ban- 
quets   and  Private  Dances. 


put  in  the  hands  of  the  most  innocent 
bachfisch,  but  which  is  diverting 
enough  to  beguile  the  average  broker, 
bond-dealer  or  butcher. 

Letty,  the  heroine,  prior  to  the 
opening  of  the  story,  had  been  living 
with  a  stepfather  whose  general  char- 
acter was  such  as  to  make  the  Chicago 
gland-stealers    seem    angelic    in    com- 


YOUR 


DANCE 


— Is  not  complete 
without  balloons — 
paper  hats— favours 
—paper  decorations. 

Phone  Main  4765  for 
samples  and  prices. 

mm 

■ 

j  Canadian  Smallwares 
Company 

53  Front  Street  E. 


S\ 


in    i\ 


Di 


neen  s 

OVERCOATS 

for  MEN 

SWAGGER  STYLES 

from  London,  England 

Raglans,  Slip-ons  and 
Chesterfield.  Stylish  ma- 
terials. Scotch  Mixtures, 
Fleecy  Napped  Blanket 
Cloths,  warm  without 
weight.     Belted  or  plain. 

Price  $25.00  to  $50.00 
Hats  as  well  $3.50  to  $6.00 

Dineen  &  Co. 

140  Yonge  St.  Toronto 


i 


Has  it  happened  to  you? 

— Brown  Jug. 


parison,  and  had  been  gaining  her 
livelihood  through  working  in  the 
movies.  Yet  she  knew  absolutely 
nothing  of  the  ways  of  this  wicked 
world.  Rash,  the  hero,  is  as  mad  an 
individual  as  you  might  meet  between 
New  York  and  Nome.  He  and  Letty 
meet  in  Central  Park  on  page  31  and 
are  married  immediately  afterward  on 
page  42. 

Then  the  story  commences. 
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Say  it  with 


"An   old  friend 
from  the  start" 


All  the  most  up-to-date 
styles  in  plain  or  crust- 
ed, packed  in  attrac- 
tive, seasonable  con- 
tainers. 


Price 

ONE  DOLLAR 


KOLAS! 


The  Kola  Process  has 
made  them  so  enjoy- 
able that  they  are  the 
very  symbols  of  good 
cheer. 


English  Collars 

by  Welch,  Margetson,  London 


The  superfine  texture  of 
Welch,  Margetson  collars 
is  responsible  for  their 
distinctive  appearance 
and  long  life.  Once 
worn— always  worn.  $4.00 
per  dozen. 

Holt,  Renfrew  &  Co. 

Limited 

Yonge  and  Adelaide  Sts. 


[ritttnafetumr 

Company 


Sljtatrkal  Supplies 
Masquerade  and  Carnival 

Costumes  for  Hire. 


KIN&  STREET  WEST. 

TORONTO,  ONTARIO. 


TELEPHONE 
ADELAIOE.- 


-  ' ,        ■■    :-,^^-v      --,-■    .    ..-<E) 


"Where  are  the  Songs  of  Yesteryear" 

Nobody   now  sings   "Sweet   Marie," 

Or  "Kelly  With  the  Green  Necktie"; 
Gone  is  the  croon  of  "The  Bamboo  Tree" 

With   "Teasing   You"   and   "Nellie   Bly"; 
"Bubbles",  "Smiles,"  for  them  I  sigh, 

They've  vanished  like  our  beer; 
The  "Rest  of  the  World  No  More  Rolls  By"— 

Where  are  the  songs  of  yesteryear? 
"You  Made  Me  What  I  Am,"  Oh,  gee! 

When  I  lost  you  tears  filled  my  eye, 
"Hiawatha,"   "Tammany," 

With  "Silver  Threads"  they're  hanging  high. 
And  "Yamma  Yamma,"  tell  me  why 

Old  time  songs  ring  in  my  ear? 
"O,  You  Kid,"  I  want  to  cry — 

Where  are  the  songs  of  yesteryear? 
"Wait  Till  the  Sun  Shines,  Nellie," 

Angels  sing  them  in  the  sky. 
With  "Casey  Jones,"  and  "The  Robert  E.  Lee"; 

For  "Too  Much  Mustard"  I  could  die. 
It's  "Over  There"  like  the  rest,  and  I  sigh, 

Today's  song  hits  to  me  sound  queer, 
Jazzy  tunes,  oh,  me,  oh,  my — 

Where  are  the  songs  of  yesteryear? 
L'envoi. 
I  guess  we'll  have  to  let  them  lie, 

But,  Prince,  I  know  that  you  won't  jeer; 
My  heart  breaks,  though  my  eyes  are  dry — 

Where  are  the  songs  of  yesteryear?  — Frivol 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 

72  Bloor  Street  W.,  Toronto 


BREAKFAST  LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA  DINNER 


OPEN  SUNDAYS 


Phone  North  4382 


This    Year 
Electrically 


Say  "Merry  Christmas'9 
—  Give 


Servants  For  The  Home 

FEW  things  endear  themselves  to  the   feminine  heart  so   much   as  Hotpoint 
Appliances.     They  are  practical  presents,  because,  in  addition  to  their  at- 
tractive appearance,  they  are  likewise  most  serviceable. 

Should  you  give  a  Hotpoint  Iron — 

— it  saves  time — no  walking,  no  lifting,  no  hot  stuffy  room,  and  the  thumb 
rest,  an  exclusive  Hotpoint  feature,  "rests  the  wrist." 

Or    perhaps   a    Hotpoint    Percolator — 

— In  less  than  a  minute  after  the  cold  water  and  coffee  is  put  in,  percolat- 
ing begins.  In  8  to  10  minutes  the  coffee  is  ready,  sparkling  and  clear.  No 
pumps,  valves,  or  floats.     Equipped   with  (exclusive)   automatic  switch. 

If  you  decide  to  give  a  Hotpoint  Reversible  Toaster — 

— This  appliance  turns  the  bread  without  handling,  keeps  it  hot,  and  gives 
you  beautiful,  golden  brown  toast  in  less  than  a  minute. 

And  so,  throughout  the  list.  Let  your  nearby  Hotpoint  Dealer  Show  you 
how  these  devices  combine  novelty  and  usefulness  in  such  an  interesting  way. 

"MADE  IN   CANADA"   BY 

Canadian  General  Electric  Co.,  Limited 


Head  Office 
TORONTO 


Sales  Branches 
in  all  large  cities 


